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" Hold !    Enough ! "
Then the parted combatants with still uplifted maces stood glaring at each other like two rutting stags.
But Drona, quick to make diversion, bade the musicians play suitable music, and with a voice deep as the clouds shouted :
" O ye peoples ! Behold now Arjuna, the master of all arms."
Then, like an evening cloud reflecting the rays of the setting sun and illumined by the hues of the rainbow and flashes of lightning, Arjuna stepped forth, tall, slim, pliant as a young palm tree.
So on all sides rose a loud murmur : " Lo ! here is the master of arms ! Here is the graceful son of Kunti!"
Now Kunti herself, listening, surrounded by her waiting maids, felt her heart swell with pride, and Dritarasta, the King, thanked Heaven who had bestowed such a hero on the Kuru race. So, circling the lists, Arjuna desplayed his skill, using celestial and terrestrial weapons, and showing his marksmanship, his charioteership, and his profound mastery in the use of all weapons of war, until the crowd, satiated, cried with one voice:
'' Enough! Here is the champion of the world!''
Now, no sooner had this uproar ceased than at the gate of the arena was heard the sound of a challenge, and lo ! on the threshold stood a young man, excessively handsome, tall and pliant also as a palm tree ; he was clad in glittering mail and with glittering earrings in his ears. And he standing, fully armed and equipped, cried aloud in a voice deep and thunderous as a storm cloud :
" O Arjuna, of the race of Pandu, son of Kunti, I challenge thy championship. All that thou hast done, aye' and more, I, Kama, will

